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transgressed against the sacred law of exactitude
and cheerfully kept bad books.
My dear Hutton,
I have devoted my time for the last four months
nearly exclusively to the art of book-keeping by
double entry, the theory of which is agreeable and
pretty but the practice perhaps as horrible as any-
thing ever was. I maintain too in vain that sums are
matters of opinion, but the people in command here
do not comprehend the nature of contingent matter
and try to prove that figures tend to one result more
than another, which I find myself to be false as they
always come different. But there is no influencing
the instinctive dogmatism of the uneducated mind.
In other respects I approve of mercantile life. There
is some excitement in it, if this does not wear off; always
a little to do and no wearing labour, which is some-
thing towards perfection.4
And again he complains to his friend Wait:
Here am I in my father's counting-house trying (and
failing) to do sums, and being rowed ninety-nine times
a day for some horrid sin against the conventions of
mercantile existence. My family perhaps you know
are merchants, ship-owners, and bankers, etc. etc.,
here and elsewhere. Out of their multifarious occupa-
tions I hope to be able to find, though I cannot precisely
say that I have yet found, some one to which I am not
contemptibly unequal. As to your notion of doing
anything well, it is so many years since I abandoned
the idea, that I can't now quite enter into the feeling.
My difficulty is in doing anything at all. The only
thing I ever really knew was Special Pleading, and the
moment I had learned that, the law reformers botched
and abolished it. It was a very pretty art, and the
only trade in which the logical faculties appear to be
of any particular service, and was therefore the cham-
pagne of life, but this people which knoweth not the
law, went and abolished it.*